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Pearl, Kiosk, Coe Review, Chiron Review, Southern Review, 
and The Minnesota Review. 


POETRY COLLECTIONS 
by Scott C. Holstad 


Street Poems (mulberry p, 1991) 

Industrial Madness (Sivullinen, Finland 1991) 

Dancing with the Lights Out (Big Head P, 1992) 

Grungy Ass Swaying (with Paula Weinman) (Grunge City P, 1993) 
Junction City (Sister Moon P, 1993) 





Pure POET PREE 


82-34 138 St. #6F 
Kew Gardens, NY 11435 


DISTANT VISTONS.,. 
AGAIN AND AGAIN 


CONTENTS 


bal 


life dreaming 

fear 

Days 

Vortex 

Fall 

Poolside Memoir 

Hypothermia 

be 

severed heads and earthworn moments 
mother poem 

a poem for a memory i never had 
sitting 

humid 

seems like 

outside 

dilemma 

as 1 said 

Summer Day 

rest 

ghost 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


Cokefish 

Flipside 

Fox Cry 

Green's Magazine 

The Hawai'i Review 

The Journal of Sister Moon 
Pacific Coast Journal 
Paper Radio 

Pegasus 

The Pittsburgh Quarterly 
Poetry Forum 

Poetry Plus 

Midnight Zoo 

Shockbox 


life dreaming 


i am nothing but 
bits of paper, grains 
of sand pressed 

hot 

against 

hard flesh, campfires 
burning bright against 
the still night. 

i am 
man-flesh 
human life 
walking & dreaming, 
twitching under the 
noonday sun. 


sometimes 

i am hunger, i 

am rain and all 
things natural 

and 

i love and hate 

with equal authority, 
madness beneath the 
Ccloud-pieces. 





i am afraid 
of no man 
floating islands 

of human frailty 
nature's eternal pain 
i 
am 
sometimes afraid 
of the loner 
in me and 
of what is 

inside 

you 

your need. 
to merge 
become one 
to see the world 
through another 
pair of eyes 
i'm afraid 
i 
need 
to retain 
my 
identity 


Days 


Blank paper before me: fresh 
snow fall, tracks slowly appearing 


my future mapped out; my life, 
my day. Minute by minute, 
laboriously- every nook, every 
Cranny, exposed. This is my 
true life, I think, while 
wondering what became of the 
person who used. to be. 


Vortex 


Where the three giant oaks 
Sway against the grey skies 
To your right, and the old 


Rusted car loiters in the 
Overgrown brambles to 
Your left, and the Fall air 


Sends sweeping chills across 
The knoll behind your dark 
Shadow; you, all in black, 


Press onward, fusing all 
Together, dead charcoal 
Coat flapping in the wind. 


Paley 





Nighttimes, we walk arm in 
arm until the moon gathers 
itself above our heads. Strolling 
through the groups of leaves 
that the trees have so diligently 
shed, we feel the chill in the 
air and think ahead to the 
blankets we'll draw tighter around 
us aS we lay entwined. 


Poolside Memoir 


Several patio chairs 

small coffee table 
in between 

pack of smokes 
key&, boox, beer bottle 

decorate the setting 
and behind 

blue green pool 
sun spotted water 

within listing side to side 
Innocence can be 

7 found or lost here 

in the noonday sun. 


Hypothermia 


Ashes from my cigarette 
keep drifting onto my 
paper, charcoal snowflakes 
on a minefield of blanks, 
words bouncing around 

off each other 

uttering 

impotent 

images 

of sight sound terror life 
crying for recognition, 
narcissistic eunuchs 
reflecting my face, 
ruining the snowfield. 


be 


here with you 

and it just doesn't 
seem real 

sometimes 

and wanting to know 
you what you look 
like when i'm not 
with you what you 
think when you're in 
bed at night what 
made you cry the > 
other day 

wanting to bury 
myself inside you 
physically and 
emotionally and 
burrow into you 
can't get out 

never get out 

and become you 

live you 

be you. 


severed heads 
and 


earthworn moments 


the cobwebs above my 
bed, priceless resources 
in their own right, 
glisten with the husks 
of drying carcasses, 
food for thought 

and other poisonous 
things. 


one 

night i saw the 

black widow crawling 
on my bed and the 
fear coursing through 
my veins felt like 
the best kind of 

hell and i trembled 
as it approached my 
bare arm and i 
thought briefly of 
smashing 

it with a book, 
bukowski i think, 

but remained immobile 
instead and then i 
felt the touch, 

light and permanent, 
and as it 

continued towards its 
meal i gained a new 
perspective and 
rather hoped we 

would meet again. 


mother poem 


i see a woman walking by 
outside with a cane, 

badly stooped, struggling 
to carry a bag of groceries, 
and i am afraid. 


i am afraid 

of life, 

of the inevitable. 

i see a future vision 
of my own mother in 
this woman and i can't 
face it. my mother's 
birthday was two days 
ago and i called her. 
she's getting older now 
and she told me she was 
scared, didn't want to 
die. my mother, the 
one constant stable 
element in my life. 

i had to choke back 

my own fear and tell 
her that she was going 
to be around for many 
more decades. 


still, 

i've never encountered 
death up close and 
personal. i've had 

no practice at it and 
now i must be the stable 
one and i am 

afraid. 


a poem for a memory 
i never had 


i 

met a 9l year old woman 
yesterday, my girlfriend's 
grandmother, a 

crusty Welshwoman whose 
father would play the 
trombone in their garden 

next to the church during 

the services when she was 

a young girl. her first 
comments as we got in the 

car to go grab a bite 
revolved around just how 
embarrassed she was to be 
riding in such a filthy 

car and how could we see out 
the windows to drive and 
Newspapers will clean that 
up, we need newspapers dammit 
and as i listened to her at 
the restaurant talk about the 
odd lighting and the grass 
they put on her plate and 

how her doctor had told her 
that she couldn't drink 
anymore and as i watched 

her take 2 full soupspoon 
sips out of Lisa's wine glass 
i thought about my own 
grandmother i never met 

and wondered if they would 
have been similar and if 

they would have gotten along, 
a crusty Welsh grandmother 
and a once-proud English 
woman and i suddenly 

missed her desperately and 

as we took Lisa's grand- 
mother home i knew that 


things were as they are meant 
to be and later i sat 

waiting and smoking a Camel 

and thought about life and 
death while watching the planes 
taking off overhead. i think 

i would have liked her too. 


newspapers 


Grandmother, 
thisptisr forsryou. 
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11 


sitting 


at a blue table, 

drink in hand, seeing 
little, thinking of 

the dead sparrow i 

found outside my door 
this morning and the 6 
Buddhist monks found 
Slain at their temple 
yesterday and the great 
pain i feel in my lung 
and i 

wonder why my writing is 
going so slowly 

even though i've 

written a poem today 

and even though my. 
collection in Finland will 
be out in 4 weeks and 
even though my collection 
here in the states will be 
out in 2 months 

and 

i think of the 

bills i owe and 

the letters i owe 

(they often run together) 
and 

you know what? 

my girlfriend and i 
masterbated together 

last night and i 

often wonder at 

what point my 

thoughts cease to 

be my reality and 

simply merge with 

my dreams to become 

my fiction 

my life. 


seems like 


caffeine fixture 
liquid buzz 
kinda makes the 
juices curl 
inside and 

out 

like havin 

a pair of 
powdery legs 
wrapped 

tightly 

around 

your neck- 
strong 

and just 

a little 
wicked. 


humid 


chain link heat 
a 
little over 
whelming 
some 
times 
when 
the sweat 
runs 
down your body 
like 
so many 
open veins 
jagged 
and throbbing. 
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outside 


sometimes 

it's the senseless 
feelings which 
overwhelm you, 

the despair and 
frustrations which 
build to dangerous 
levels and the 
subsequent release, 
the cigarettes, 
alcohol, nameless 
fucks, nights spent 
in the drunk tank. 
the cats howling 
outside the window 
know this and they 
act accordingly. 
when it's time to 
break down and 
you're lying in 

bed fighting off 

the urge to 

scream, when 

you're lying there 
shivering, it's not the 
memories that keep you 
going. instead it's 
the dreams and the 
cats blaring evil 
and godlike into the 
blankness. at times 
like this, it's best 
just to sit back 

and let what is 

be. 


dilemma 


we sweat through 

our doldrums 

somehow 

sheer 

insane boredom 

society can no 

longer focus 
my 

poems keep 

drying up and 
blowing 

away. 





her nostrils flared 
like a 
white lion 


blinked 
and she 
was gone 
what 
one imagines 
1 
dream 
mouldy words 
at times 
she yawned 
as i said 
that 
and her 
nostrils flared 
most 
beautifully. 
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Summer Day 


a homesick nation 
of hornets 100k on 
surveying scene 
of molten July 
afternoon 
spent pooling 
working 
the water 
over heat 
drenched body 
wisting for 
love 
in the sun 
to the tune of 
young woman 
floating face up 
comfortable 
woman body 
splayed 
breasts free 
floating 
high in the air 
hair halo'd 
round her 
tanned head 
hornets 
drink 
beside her 
bathe 
beside her 
and 
look upon 
her 
welcoming 
sprawled 
body with 
absolute 
wonder 
at the 
welcomness 
Of sien al ls. 


rest 


layin low in 

a big gone town 
tired brain an 
dog dead eyes 
it's the way 
of the world 
they say 
sometimes 

just drained 
out 

layin there 
prayin for 

a little peace 
to ease the 
familiar crazy 
pain 

and 

at times 

hopin a hope 
playin the 
optimist game 
knowin 

the grind'll 
start back up 
when the lights 
in this town 
come back on. 


16 


1. 


ghost 


i remember the fights 
we had all too well 
the fists 

pillows 

hell you threw 
anything you could get 
your hands on 

the night 

you kicked me 

out of the bed 

the time i moved 

you up from 
tennessee to 
delaware for your 

new job and we 

fought horribly 

(you were already 
seeing someone else 
by then) 

and i moved my flight 
up one week to 6am 
the next morning 


i 

allowed you to 
destroy me 

my self confidence 
my ego 

my identity 

as a human being 
and a man 

for 

years i was a 
shadow of my 
former self 

the 

pain you caused was 
brutal and intense 


but 

i have a new life 

and a new incarnation 
and 

you're hardly worth 
thinking about anymore 
let alone 

writing about 

and 

being free 

at last 

of your clutches 

i 

have a new world 

to look forward to. 
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